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It had to be Pie! 


Author's Notes: 
This one will have little short chapters maybe three at the most. Just really dumb humor. 


Dinner at Duff's 


Slash was scared, very scared. He was shaking down to the core of his red converse sneakers. It was horrible! 
Duff had said the one word that struck fear into Slash's very heart, it wasn't "abstinence" or even "shower" 
that had gotten the curly haired guitarist so worked up. No, it was far worse... 


Pie..Duff had mentioned pie... 


Duff's famous pie. And nothing was more terrible than that. Slash still had nightmares from the last pie Duff 
had shoved down his throat. The poor thing didn't realize his cooking was bad. He thought he made the most 


delicious dessert known to man, but how sadly mistaken he was. 


A dinner party. When Duff had asked him to go he almost said no right then and there and when the bassist 
had mentioned who else was invited Slash had made up his mind about it. He wasn't going! Axl, Izzy and Matt 
were one thing. Slash might be able to tolerate dinner with them. But Dave Mustaine and Junior? No way! 

Especially not when the General eyed Slash's boyfr..uh...Axl..like a piece of meat. So Slash had firmly told duff 


the answer was no. 

So why was he standing outside Duff's house? Somehow the blonde always managed to get what he wanted. 
And so Slash had been suckered into coming over. He was early, though. The Gunners had decided to arrive and 
practice first before supper. 

Maybe he would be able to sneak out when Duff started serving. Slash crossed his fingers at the thought. 

He knocked on the door and was greeted by an apron-clad Duff. "Hey, Slash, glad you could make it!" 


‘Um..yeah..glad | could come." the guitarist mumbled. 


The blonde beamed. "Alright, the other guys are down in the basement practicing and l'm fixing the salad right 
now." He hugged his less then enthusiastic friend. "Dave and Junior are coming in an hour. This'll be so great!" 


Slash nodded, but kept his rude comments to himself as he followed Duff into the house. 


Welcome to the Dinner party from Hell... 


A Home Cooked Disaster 


Author's Notes: 
If this only amuses me, | apologize! 


A Home Cooked Disaster 


Mmmm, so good, thought Izzy as Duff led Slash into the basement. His tight low leather pants, no shirt and 
that apron on? Hot! Ok, so the apron said "world's best chef", which was far from true, but Duff still looked 
good in it. Izzy paused to adjust himself, the tall, leggy blonde just got to him. 


And tonight? Well, lets just say that Izzy didn't want to end the night on pie, he wanted something much 


sweeter... 
‘lm gonna go finish my salad, now. Have fun, guys!" 


Izzy saw his chance. "Wait, Duff. Let me come with you. Let me help you." He raised his eyebrows, hoping the 
blonde would get the hint. 


"Oh, gotcha Izzy, you can help. Most definitely!" 


Izzy grinned. At last..now to spread the tall bastard out and let him have it..maybe on the dining room table..oh 
yeah.. 


"You can help. You can set the table!" Duff said, happily but completely clueless. "Thanks Izzy!" 
Izzy's jaw dropped. 

Damn. 

Maybe he needed a different approach. 

He followed Duff up the stairs and to the kitchen, which had the odor of something unpleasant. 
Very unpleasant..vile and atrocious was more like it. 


"Um..Duff? What are you cooking?" Izzy asked, hesitantly. He wasn't sure if he really wanted to know. 


"Meatloaf" 
Meatloaf? "Why are you cooking meatloaf?" Izzy walked over to the source of the smell, the oven 
The bassist shrugged. "I thought it would be nice, you know? A home cooked meal?" 

The oven door slammed shut. "But Duff, the meatloaf is green!" 

Ka 

"Meatloaf is not suppose to be green!" 

Duff's confident smile did nothing to soothe his friend. "Im sure itll taste ine.” 


Izzy could have told him right then and there that he should stop cooking. Maybe they should all just pick up 


Chinese food or Pizza and forget pie and green meatloaf. 
But Duff looked so happy, Izzy just couldn't ruin that. Could he? 


"Your right, it'll taste great,” Izzy forced a smile as he gritted his teeth. "| mean just look at this tasty 
pudding." 


"Oh, that's not pudding, that's the potatoes!" 


Evil and Edible 
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Evil and Edible 

"| look ok, right?" 

Junior rolled his eyes and sighed, leaning against the door. "Yes, Dave. You look fine." 

"Nothing in my teeth, right? My hair isn't a wreck?" 

"No, everything is good," Junior huffed. He didn't know why he had to be here. Yes, Duff had invited him, but it 
wasn't like anyone was gonna pay attention to him. Not even Dave, no Dave would be focusing on someone else 


tonight. 


Not that Junior was jealous. Not in the least bit. Nope, not him. He was fine with it, fine that he had to share. 
Really, he was. 


Ok, he really wanted to rip Axl's throat out! 


When Duff had invited him Dave had refused, that is..until a certain redhead was mentioned. Then the General 
was practically drooling at the prospect. How pathetic! 


So that's why Junior had decided to come. To make sure Dave didn't stick his dick where it didn't belong. That 


and he had heard horror stories about Duff's famous pie and was rather curious about the whole thing. 
They were greeted at the door by an enthusiastic Duff. 


I'm so glad you're here!" He shrieked. "And your on time tool" He threw his arms around a bewildered Dave 


Mustaine and gave him a wet kiss on the cheek. "lim so happy!" 


"Uh..yeah..me too, Duff." Dave patted his back, clearly distraught at having the bassist show this much 
affection. Too much physical contact and not enough pain for his liking. 


"And Junior!" Duff exclaimed. "You're here too! This is so great! Come in, guys! Come in!" 


Duff led the two men into the dining room, where Izzy was putting plates out. 


"They're here, Izzy!" 

The dark haired guitarist nodded towards Junior and Dave but said nothing. 

Dave cleared his throat. Oh great, thought Junior, here it comes. "So, Duff..uh..where's Axl?" 

Junior rolled his eyes again. 

"Oh, Axl?" the blonde said, not really paying attention. "He's downstairs." 

"Ok, well | think I'll go- 

"With Slash." 

The redhead halted. "With Slash?" The red lips curled into that famous snarl. "Fine, I'll see him later." 


Junior smiled to himself. Oh, someone got to Axl first, that's too bad. Poor Dave! What ever would he do? 
Junior could think of a few things... 


"Hey Guys," the host suddenly said. "Wanna see the pie? You can't eat it yet, but you can look!" 


Junior shrugged, but then he noticed Izzy shaking his head. But it was too late and the blonde went skipping out 


of the room. 

"You shouldn't have done that," Izzy said quietly. 

"Why? Its just pie," Dave answered. "No big deal.” 

The dark brown eyes of the guitarist grew wide. "No, this isn't just any pie.this is Duff's pie!" 
"And?" 

"Don't say | didn't warn you." 

A shout was heard from the kitchen 


"Oh, Damn it! Izzy! Ht ate the fork again!" 


A Little Appetizer for You 
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A Little Appetizer for You 


Ugh! Why? Why did they feel the need to do this in front of him?! Why was he being punished for being in 
this band?! He really should have read the contract better. 


Beware of horny bandmates. 

Yeah, there should be some kind of warning label or they should tell you before joining. 

He closed his eyes. Maybe he would be better off going upstairs and seeing what Izzy and Duff were up to. 
Duff's cooking or horny bandmembers? 

Decisions, decisions. 

"Guys, get a room!" he shouted covering his face with his hands. "lm sitting right here!" 

The two paid no attention to him and continued their assault on each other. Axl was spread across the couch 
and Slash was above him practically devouring his mouth, all the while the little redhead made these annoying 


little moans. 


Matt rolled his eyes and stared at the wall. Just when his torture looked like it would never end the sound of 
the door being opened, and heavy footsteps were heard. 


Matt groaned when he saw who it was. Dave Mustaine himself and his little lap dog Ellefson. Talk about your 
horny bandmates, Matt still had nightmares from the last time he had met these two. He shuddered at the 
thought of the two long lost guitar picks. Wonder if he ever got them out.. 


Creepy! 


The pair on the couch instantly pulled apart and the sound of the newcomers. The little redhead's eyes lit up 
as he saw the Megadeth guitarist. 


"Hey, Dave!" 
The other redhead looked a tad bit disturbed at interrupting the session on the couch. "Hello, Axl." 


The green eyes practically radiated lust. "H's great that you're here, Dave. We haven't seen each other in so 


long. 

Dave's eyes almost matched Axl's as the two gazed at each other. "Too long, Axl” 

A slight growl was heard. Matt looked at Slash who was practically bristling, glaring at his former idol. 
Slash didn't like Dave very much. 

Ok, in all honesty he hated him. 

But really, was it Dave's fault Axl was such a slut? 


The other member in this twisted love triangle heaved a sigh. Junior, practically green with jealousy sat over 


by Matt, who glared at him. 

"Matt, How are you?" Junior eyed the drummer with interest 

"Im good” 

"| was wondering would you- 

sais 

The bassist furled his brow and cocked his head. ‘Let me finish" 
"The answer is no." 

"You dont even no what the question is!" came an exasperated whine 
"Yes, | do. And absolutely not, " the drummer replied firmly. 


Junior pouted for a moment. "Whatever, " he huffed. Then those hazel eyed lit up. An idea had struck him! "I'm 
going up stairs!" 


He left Matt with a lusting Axl, a snarling Slash, and a love-struck Dave. 


What did he do to deserve this?! 


Luckily he was saved.or perhaps only sunk deeper into his cruel fate when Duff's voice called out excitedly. 


"Appetizers!" 


Check Out My Wiener 
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Check Out My Wiener 


It's not that Axl didn't love Slash and all, just there was this thing called variety. You can't eat too much of 
the same type of food , can you? Even if it's your absolute favorite, you can't eat it for every single meal, 


you'd get sick. 

Variety was good. 

Axl kept his eyes locked on Megadeth's leader and smiled, letting his gaze wander down that beautifully 
sculpted chest and stomach. He paid no attention to the increasingly loud growl coming from his now very 
jealous guitarist. 


Variety was very good. 


Unfortunately all thoughts of seducing the smitten Dave were cast aside as the announcement of appetizers 


was made. 


He reluctantly got up and went upstairs, with the two guitarists right behind him. Matt trailed at a 
considerable distant, so not to be caught up with the twisted love triangle. 


Upstairs, unfortunately, had a particular stench about it. And the delicate redhead's stomach rolled at the 
thought of the coming food. 


Duff's cooking, not something easily forgotten 


The blonde chef appeared suddenly out of the kitchen door, carrying a tray of what appeared to be cocktail 


weiners. 


They appeared to be..looks could be deceiving, like Duffs pie. Looks like pie, but there is no way in hell that it 


could ever be pie. 


Duff was flanked closely by a very pissed off Izzy Stradlin, a shirtless Izzy Stradlin to be exact. The poor 
brunette had the most tortured look on his face, apparently his subtle advances were not having there desired 


affect. 


Standing off to one side was someone else looking considerably ticked off, Junior who watched the Guns ‘n 
roses bassist with interest. He had to find some way of making Dave jealous, and Duff really was hot. Junior 
shifted rather uncomfortably as he eyed those low slung pants on the blonde's hips. Yeah, Duff was the way 
to go. Junior glanced towards Izzy and frowned. 


First he would have to get rid of the competition, once Duff was his, Dave would beg to have him back. 


"Ok, have a seat in the dining room!" Duff exclaimed. "Time for appetizers!" He excitedly skipped into the room, 


only spilling a couple wieners on the way. 

His guests, less enthused, followed him. The blonde set the tray on the table, no one moved, 
"Well, dig inl" He looked around the room, eagerly. "Its good! | love little hot dogs!" 

Izzy finally spoke up. "Yeah..uh.me too, Duff" He cautiously grabbed a plate and put one on it. 
‘OF course you like them Izzy," Axl giggled. "Actual size?" 

"Shut up!" The rhythm guitarist's face turned bright red. "Asshole" 

This only made Axl laugh harder. 

"Hey Izzy, you like small weiners, huh? | always knew it!" Slash joined in. "I bet Duff likes ‘em too, right?" 
Izzy groaned as the clueless blonde piped up. "I like the little hot dogs, so what?" 

The laughing grew even louder. 

‘I'm sure you do, Duff" Axl patted his bassist on the back. "Its ok, | just prefer big ones." 
"Really big!" Slash snickered. 

The two exchanged looks and the redhead smiled. "The bigger the better. They taste better, too." 
The puppy eyes widened, "But | always thought the little ones tasted better." 

Slash shook his head. "That's cause you haven't had the real big ones." 

"Yeah," Axl smirked. "It's not your fault, it's Izzy's." 


"Alright!" Izzy screamed. "Just shut the fuck up, already! What are you, in middle school?" With that he 


scooped up the tiny wiener and shoved it into his mouth. 


Burned, but not so bad. 
Maybe there was hope for this dinner after all 


Axl gave one more chuckle. "Wiener is such a funny word." 


The Slut War Begins 


Duff was absolutely thrilled that his appetizers went over so well. Everyone seemed to be eating them and 
even enjoying themselves. And this wasn't even his main course. And they weren't even close to pie. Duff 


happily congratulated himself on organizing such a wonderful dinner party. 
Dinner.Hmmm..that reminded Duff of something. But what was it? Meatloaf? No. Potatoes? No. Pie? No. 
Bread! Bread was in the oven! 


Duff yelped and turned on his heels dashing into the kitchen. The guests, seeing that their host was now 


occupied, quickly found ways of disposing their little wieners. 


‘Ok, guys," Axl said, tossing his remaining appetizers into the pot of near by house plant. "| say we make a run 
for it while he's distracted. Lets go get Pizza, or Lobster..or steak.or..” 


Izzy shook his head. "No, | don't want to hurt Duff's feelings.’ 
Slash shrugged. "Izzy, | love Duff too, but his pie? No way, man. We got to get out of here!" 


"Oh, I'm sure his food isn't that bad," Junior spoke up, glancing towards the kitchen He wondered what Duff 
was doing in there. Hovering over a hot stove, jerking off on the table.Junior gave himself a mental slap, but 


vowed he would find some time to get the blonde alone. 

Izzy caught Junior's gaze and snorted. "Don't even think it, man" 

"What do you mean?" 

"In gonna help Duff first!" He shrieked, running towards the kitchen with Junior hot on his heels. 


The General looked a bit disappointed. Junior should be fighting Axl over him! Not chasing that dumb blond 


around..even if the slut had extremely tight pants that were slung so low you could see.. 
Where was he? 


Oh yeah. He turned his attention back toward his prize tonight. W. Axl Rose. He loved making that man squeal 
and howl. Axl was a slut, no getting around it. When he wasn't screwing his guitarists he was finding other 
ways of satisfying his unquenchable lust. He would be following Dave around before the night was over. Oh, 
sure Axl liked to pretend he wanted complete control, but if his guitarists had half a brain he would realize 
that Axl was as easy and submissive as a kitten. It just took a certain amount of finesse and Dave had plenty 
of that. Axl spread for him with just one look. 


Fuck Junior. He was gonna have Axl. 
"Dave, you coming?" 


Dave looked up to see Axl, Slash and Matt heading towards the door. "We're gonna leave, find some real food? 


You.." Axl raised a delicate eyebrow and smirked. "..Coming?" 


Hell, yeah. Dave started to follow them out, ignoring the ever growing snarls of Axl's fuzzy but pissed off 
lover. He smiled at Slash. "I get him tonight" 


Slash's lip curled and he bared his teeth. "We'll just see." 


Dinner Time! 


"Does the bread look alright, guys?" Duff said, peering into the oven. "It looks done, right?" 


Izzy and Junior crept up on either side of the blonde and gazed over his shoulder. "Yeah," Izzy nodded. "Looks 


ok... it looks like bread." 
Junior leaned farther into the oven and sniffed the air. "Smells like bread." 


Duff smiled. "Good. You gotta move. I'll take it out now." He reached over to the counter and grabbed his oven 


mitts. "Look at my nice warm buns." 


Izzy watched the chef bend over to take out his handiwork. Nice buns, indeed! Could those pants get any 
tighter? How did he actually get into them, Izzy wondered. Grrr.if only Junior wasn't here. Izzy made a promise 


to himself. He would have Duff before the night was over. 


Duff placed the bread on the counter and smiled at his friends. "Well, Dinner is ready. I'm so excited, its gonna 
be great, ya know!" 


Junior nodded. "l'm sure it will be." 


The blonde bassist suddenly crinkled his nose. "Ugh! Working over a hot stove makes me so.." He paused to 
laugh. "Well.hot!" He barely noticed the sharp intake of breath from the other two as he began to unbutton 
his pants. He pulled the zipper down and wiggled his hips, sliding the pants even father down his slim waist. 
"Much better." 


Izzy turned away, trying desperately to hide the growing problem in his pants. Junior merely stared in awe. 


That Duff was something else and Junior would make Duff his before he left. 
Now how to get rid of Izzy... 


"lIl take this dirty apron off," Duff continued, ripping the offending garment off and tossing it aside. "Gotta 


have my air." 
"Yeah," Junior squeaked. "I love my air.” 


The oblivious blonde smiled and bounded past them. "Get the food, guys. It's dinner time!" But as Duff 


approached the dining room he realized something was wrong. Very wrong. His guests had disappeared on him. 


"Slash? Axl? Matt? Dave?" He called. "Hello? It's dinner time!" There was no answer. He furrowed his brow and 
pondered a bit. That is until he heard the slam of a car door. He quickly ran outside. "There you are! What are 


you doing?" 


Slash stopped in his tracks. "Duff, hil" He laughed nervously. "We were.. uh.just.going.." He trailed off. Damn, 
now they were caught. It was all DAve's fault! If Dave would just ride in the back with Matt they could have 
been gone by now. But no, he wanted to sit up front and put his filthy hands all over Axl. And Slash was not 
going to stand for that! 


Axl poked his head out of the window. "We were just going to buy you some..milk! Yeah, you were low on it, so 


we were gonna pick some up." 

Duff's lips formed his patented pout. "Well, its dinner time, that can wait. Come back inside.” 

No one spoke or moved. 

"Guys," Duff whined. "Come in and eat. 

This was a cruel and unusual punishment. What did they do to deserve this? 

Fuck, look at him. They couldn't say no to that. In a defeated silence they followed their happy host back inside. 


It just wasn't fair. 


